OSRIC—THE LION: 


A POEM. 


BY M. G. LEWIS, Esd. M. P. 


AUTHOR OF THE MONK, &c. 
— — _ 


Swift roll the Rhine's billows, and water the plains, 
Where Fallenſtein's Caſile's majeſtic remains 

Their m:ſ;-cover'd turrets fil rear: 
Oft loves the gaunt wolf midſi the ruins to pro⁊ul, 
Mat time from the battlements pours the lone owl 


Ler plaints in the paſſenger's ear, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


A very incorrect copy of the following Po- 
em having appeared in one of the daily prints, 
the reader is here preſented with the © 0R1- 
iA,“ as wrote by the very elegant and 
popular Author of the Monk, &c. 
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OSRIC—THE LION : 
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I. 


Swirr roll the Rhine's billows, and water the plains, 

Where Falkenſtein's Caſtle's majeſtic remains 
Their moſs-cover'd turrets ſtill rear: 

Oft loves the gaunt wolf midſt the ruins to prowl, 

What rime from the battlements pours the lone ow! 
Her plaints in the paſſenger's car. 


II. 


No longer reſound through the vaults of yon hall 

The ſong of the minftrel, and mirth of the ball; 
Thoſe pleaſures for ever are fled ; [brood ; 

There now dwells the bat with hee light-ſhunning 

There ravens and vultures now clamour for food, 
And all is dark, ſilent, and dread ! 


III. 
Ila! doſt thou not ſee, by the Moon's trembling light 


HDirecting his ſteps, where advances a Knight, 


Ilis eye big with vengeance and fate ? 


—— 
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Tis Oſricthe Lion, his nephew who leads, 
And ſwift up the crackling old ſtaircaſe proceeds, 
Gains the hall, and quick cloſes the gate. 


IV. 


Now round him young Carloman caſting his eyes, 


Surveys the ſad ſcene with diſmay and ſurpriſe, 


And fear ſteals the roſe from his cheeks ; 
His ſpirits forſake him, his courage is flown ; 
The hand of Sir Ofric he claſps in his own, 

And, while his voice faulters, he ſpeaks :; 


. 
Dear uncle,” he murmurs, © why linger we here? 
« *Tis late, and theſe chambers are damp and are 
« Keen blows through the ruins the blaſt! ſdrear, 
« Oh! let us away, and our journey purſue ; 
% Fair Blumenberg's caſtle will riſe on our view, 
« Soon as Falkenſtein's foreſt is paſt. 


YI. 
« Why roll thus your eve-balls? Why glare they fo 


wild? 
Oh! chide not my weakneſs, nor frown that a child 
Should view theſe apartments with dread ; 
For know that full oft have I heard from my nurſe, 
« There {till on this caſtle has reſted a curſe, 
Since innocent blood here was ſhed ! 


VII. 
& Zhe (aid, too, bad ſpirits, and ghoſts all in white, 
6 Here uſe to reſort at the dead time of night, 
For vaniſa till breaking of day; 
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( ©« And till at their coming is heard the deep tone 
1 „ Of a bell loud and awful Hark! hark! *twas a 
« Good uncle, oh! let us away!“ {groan ! 


VIII. | | 
[| c Peace, ſerpent !”? thus Oſric=the Lion replies, 
| | While rage and malignity gloom in his eyes ; 4 
iy « Thy journey and life here muſt cloſe ; | 4 
| Thy caſtle's proud turrets no more ſhalt thou ſee ; 
| « No more betwixt Blumenberg's Lordſhip and me 
“ Shalt thou ſtand, and my greatneſs oppole. 
| 


IX. 


| 1888 
| % My brother lies breathleſs on Paleſtine's plains, 
| « And thou once remov'd, to his noble domains 


1 &« My right can no rival deny; 

| 7 „Then, ſtripling, prepare on my dagger to bleed; 
) ' No ſuccour is near, and thy fate is decreed, 

ö & Commend thee to Jeſus, and die!“ 


| X. 
| Thus ſaying, he feizes the boy by the arm, 
Whoſe grief rends the vaulted hall's roof, while alarm 
| His heart of all fortitude robs : 
| | His limbs ſick beneath him; diſtracted with fears, 
; He falls at his uncle's feet, bathes them with tears, 
And—< Spare me! O!] ſpare me!“ he ſobs. 
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XI. 
But, ab ! *tis in vain that he ſtrives to appeaſe 
| The miſcreant; in vain does he cling round his knees, 
p And ſue in ſoft accents for life ; | 


— 
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Unmoy'd by his ſorrow, unmov'd by his prayer, 
| Fierce Oſric has twiſted his hand in his hair, 
| And aims at his boſom a knife. 


XII. 


But ere the ſteel bluſhes with blood, ſtrange to tell, 
Self- ſtruck, does the tongue of the hollow-ton'd bell 

The preſence of midnight deelare : 
And while with amazement his hair briſtles high, 
Hears Oſric a voice, loud and terrible, cry, 

In ſounds heart-appalling—* Forbear!— 

XIII. 
Straight curſes and ſhrieks thro' the chambers reſound, 
With helliſh mirth mingled; the walls rock around; 
I be groaning roof threatens to fall; 

Loud bellows the thunder; blue lightnings ſtill flaſh; 


Thecaſements they clatter; chainsrattle; doors claſh; 
And flames ſpread their waves through the hall. 


XIV. 


The clamour increaſes ; the portals expand; 

O'er the pavement's black marble now ruſhes a band 
Of dzmons, all dropping with gore, 

In viſage ſo grim, and ſo monſtrous in height, 

That Carloman ſcreams as they burſt on his ſight, 
And ſinks without ſenſe on the floor. 


XV. 


Not ſo his fell uncle: he ſees that the throng 
Impels, loudly ſhriek ing, a female along, 


And well the ſad ſpectre he knows; 


„ 


The demons with curſes her ſteps onward urge, 
Her ſhoulders with whips form'd of ſerpents they 
And faſt from her wounds the blood flows. [ſcourge, 


XVI. | 
« Oh! welcome,” ſhe cried, and her voice ſpoke de- 
ſpair; : 
“ Oh! welcome, Sir Oſric, the torments to ſhare, 
Of which thou haſt made me the prey; 


„Twelve years have I larguiſh'd thy coming to ſee, 


% Ulrilda, who periſhed diſhonour'd by thee, 
„ Now calls thee to anguiſh away! 


XVII. 


« My ruin compleated, thy love became hate ; 

« Thy hand gave the draught which conſign'd me to 
« Nor thought I death lurk'd in the bowl: ¶ Fate; 

« Unſfit for the grave, ſtain'd with guilt, ſwell'd with 

« Unbleſs'd, unabſoly'd, unrepenting, I died, ſpride, 
« And demons ſtraight ſeiz d on my ſoul ! 


XVIII. 
« Thou com'ſt, and with tranſport I feel my breaſt 
« Full long have I ſuffer d the torments of hell, [{well! 
% And now ſhall its pleaſures be mine; 
See, ſee, how the fiends are athirſt for thy blood! 
« Twelve years has my panting heart furniſhed their 


« Come, wretch,let them feaſt upon thine!” [food, 


X. 
She ſaid, and the dæmons their prey flock'd around; 
They daſh'd him with horrible yell on the ground, 
And blood down his limbs trickled faſt: 
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His eyes from their ſockets with fury they tore ; 
They fed on his entrails all reeking with gore, 
And his heart was Ulrilda's repaſt. 


XX. 


But now the grey cock told the coming of day; 

The fiends with their victim ſtraight vauiſh'd away, 
And Carloman's heart throbb'd again: 

With terror recalling the deeds of the night, 

He roſe, and from Falkenſtein ſpeeding his flight, 
Soon reach'd his paternal domain. 


XXI. 


Since, then, all with horror the ruins behold; 

No ſhepherd, though ſtrayed be a lamb from his fold, 
No mother, though loſt be her child, 

The fugitive dares in theſe chambers to ſeek, 

Where fiends nightly revel, and guilty ghoſts ſhrick, 
In accents molt fearful and wild ! 


XXII. 


Oh! ſhun them, ye Pilgrims! though late be the hour, 
Though loud how! the tempeſt, and faſt fall the 
From Falkenſtein caſtle be gone [ſnower, 
There ſtill their fad banquets Hell's denizens ſhare ; 
There Oſric=the Lion, ſtill raves in deſpair ; 
Breathe a prayer ſor his ſoul, and pals on! 
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